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I fell, he says, a victim to Stella's eyes. The 18th be-
wails his misemployed manhood, somewhat in Shakes-
peare's vein:

" My youth cloth waste, my knowledge "brings forth toys ;

My wit doth strive these passions to defend,
Which, for reward, spoil it with vain annoys."    (No. 18.)

The 21st takes up the same theme, and combines it with
tHat of the 14th :

"Your words, my friend, right healthful caustics, blame
My young mind marred."

It is clear that Stella's love was beginning to weigh
heavily upon his soul. Friends observed an alteration
in him, and warned him against the indulgence of any-
thing so ruinous as this passion for a woman who belonged
to another. As yet their admonitions could be enter-
tained and playfully put by. Sidney did not feel himself
irrevocably engaged. He still trifled with love as a
pleasant episode in life, a new and radiant experience.
At this point two well-composed sonnets occur, which
show how he behaved before the world's eyes with the
burden of his nascent love upon his heart:

c' The curious wits, seeing dull pensiveness
Bearing itself in my long-settled eyes,
Whence those same fumes of melancholy rise,

With idle pains and missing aim do guess.

Some, that know how my spring I did address,

Deem that my Muse some fruit of knowledge plios 7
Others, because the prince of service tries,

Think that I think state errors to redress.

But harder judges judge ambition's rage,

Scourge of itself, still climbing slippery place,

Holds my young brain captivecl in golden cage.
Kifled with love:
